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“The hopes and fears of all the years 
Are met in Thee tonight.” 


= are the words with which Phillips Brooks wrote 
of that “‘Little Town of Bethlehem,” where was born, in 
far-off Judea, nearly 2,000 years ago, the Child whose birth 
gave us our Christmas. And still today the hopes and fears of 
all the years meet in Him as they did that night in the lowly 


manger where He lay. 


Christmas comes, we say, but once a year. But He is ever 
coming — coming to the hearts of men with the divinest mes- 


sage humanity has ever heard. 


No wonder Christmas Day is the Day of Days. Whatever 
it may bring us this year of joy or sorrow, it is our assurance 
that “Peace on Earth and Good Will toward Men’”’ is still life’s 
final goal. 


To every reader of these words we send our Christmas 


and New Year greeting. 


| 
E. H. H. 


BOSTON COMMON 


By Dahl 


SS THE HORSES CHRISTMAS TREE IS OVER THERE!” 


CHRISTMAS 
FOR THe | 


DAML. 


Queer Traits of Animals 
By H. E. Zimmerman 


Many animals and insects have curious 
ways of doing things for which there 
is no apparent scientific explanation. For 
instance, a fly on a window pane will 
crawl to the top, fly back to the bottom, 
and then crawl up again. This order is 
seldom reversed. It is on record that a 
fly crawled up a window pane thirty- 
two times, returning each time to the 
same place. 

Hens scratch with the sun behind 
them. Cats seldom lie with their feet 
to the fire, and usually lie on the left 
side. Dogs lie with their forepaws to the 
fire. A mouse will ignore a food supply 
sufficient for a meal, and run great risks 
to nibble at a wholesale supply. It will 
hide at the source of the food and not 
depart until actually disturbed. 


“To have a friend at each day's end, 


When tasks are done and pay is ours; 


To hold faith high, and not ask why; 
To love someone—this day is ours.” 
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Waggin’ 


By Thelma Ireland 


My gay, eager puppy, 
In constant commotion. 
His tail is a symbol: 
Perpetual motion. 


Wayside Stands 


We have more than once warned our 
readers against purchasing dogs at way- 
side stands. Reputable breeders do not 
resort to such methods. Many a dog 
has been brought to us within a few 
days after having been bought at one 
of these places, found to be diseased and 
the facts with regard to the dog’s health 
and condition badly misrepresented. The 
sanitary conditions that prevail at many 
of these places are anything but what 
they should be, and the care and the 
food given the animals also worthy of 
criticism. If you want a dog, if you 
are going to buy one, go to a reputable 
breeder who will stand back of any bar- 
gain that he makes with you. 


Courtesy of Francis Dahl and the Boston Herald 


I Salute You! 


“The gloom of the world is but a 
shadow. Behind it, yet within our reach, 
is joy. There is radiance and glory in 
the darkness, could we but see—and to 
see we have only to look. I beseech you 
to look. 

“Life is so full of meaning and pur- 
pose, so full of beauty—beneath its cover- 
ing—that you will find earth but cloaks 
your heaven. Courage then to claim 
it, that is all! But courage you have, 
and the knowledge that we are pilgrims 
together, wending through unknown 
country home. 

“And so, at this Christmas time, I greet 
you . . . with profound esteem and with 
the prayer that for you now and forever, 
the day breaks, and the shadows flee 
away.” 

—Fra Giovanni, A.D. 1513 


“Make me humble, make me kind; 
Give me wisdom’s light of mind; 
A generous hand, a gentle heart, 
The power to do my useful part.” 
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We finally let him tear the wrappings from one of his presents. 


No child could be any more excited than— 


Chris 


HERE are several reasons why I 
le dogs. 

They have increased my happiness, 
brightened my sense of humor and en- 
couraged health habits which will help 
me to live longer. 

Our present pet, Mickey, is a toy 
terrier. Every morning he waits at the 
foot of the bed for me to awaken. He 
rarely ever disturbs my sleep, but when I 
open my eyes and stretch my limbs, 
Mickey starts to quiver excitedly in an- 
ticipation of our regular romp. 

After a robust play with an active dog, 
cheerful thoughts have a way of crowd- 
ing out the grouchy or depressing kind, 
because dogs that are loved have the 
power to bestow a part of their natural 
happiness to their masters. 

Mickey’s favorite animal friend on the 
farm is an old female cat. My wife and 
I have named her Ma-Cat, because of 
her unusual ability of keeping the cat 
family from dying out. No sooner does 
she wean one family of kittens than she 
starts another family on its way. Mickey 
will gladly share a meal with this old 
cat anytime, but if any of our other seven 
cats tries to sneak a morsel of food from 
his bowl, he makes the thief scurry fast 
for the nearest tree. 


December 1955 


These animal pals have a game they 
play together. Mickey starts the game 
going by grabbing the cat’s fur at the 
back of her neck. When he gets a firm 
hold, he starts off across the yard, carry- 
ing Ma-Cat with him. The first time we 
watched this performance, we felt sure 
that our cat would be the veterinarian’s 
next patient. Evidently, however, the 
game isn’t too rough for her. She al- 
ways comes back ready for another 
bumpy ride. 


Mickey investigates the Christmas tree. 


By Ed Prewitt 


When Christmas comes, Mickey ex- 
pects some new presents just as a child 
does. His favorite toys are soft rubber 
animals that he can pick up in his mouth 
and shake. Last Christmas we gave him 
two toys in the shapes of a bull-frog 
and a pig. We wrapped these toys in 
gay holiday paper, then put them under 
the tree with our gifts. Usually, my 
wife and I wait until Christmas morning 
before we open our presents. Mickey 
had other ideas about his. 

A short while before Christmas day, 
the dog started making numerous trips 
to the tree to sniff at the packages. Some- 
how, he picked out his own gifts from 
among the others. When he thought we 
werent looking, Mickey would grab 
either the frog or the pig and quickl 
run to the bedroom and jump on the bed. 
After we had had a lot of amusement out 
of watching this antic, we finally let him 
tear the wrappings from his presents, 
two days before Christmas. 

When he hears, “Mickey, want to take 
a walk!” He instantly galvanizes into 
action. He is ready for the hour we 
spend every day roaming through fields 
and woods together. Sure these walks 
are good for my health. They are a lot 
of fun, too. 
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The little lady said, 

Toby.” 

panted to attract attention. 

After all, it was supposed to 
be his day, too. 


“I'm 
And her tiny pet 


“I suppose | shall have to sit 

this year’s parade out. But | 

certainly will have an entry or 

two next year, won't we, 
family.” 


Photos by Gordon S. Smith 


ACH year, in Memphis, Tennessee, 
there is a week long Cotton Carni- 
val which includes a children’s pet 
parade. Youngsters, not only from Mem- 
phis, but from the mid-south, enter their 
pets for the many prizes awarded. 
Promptly at two o'clock the contest- 
ants commence to parade with their hope- 
fuls. Pedigreed dogs and mongrels— 
they are all there and are judged ac- 
cordingly. Whether they win or not, 
of course, makes no difference in the 
children’s love for their pets—besides 
there is always next year. 


OUR DUMB 


After the parade is finished, 

the boys and girls line up with 

their pets for the final judging 
in the dog division. 


Here is a sure winner in one 
of the classes. Confidence and 
pride emanate from his young 
master whose costume is remi- 
niscent of Huckleberry Finn. 
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HE only words that adequately describe the guinea hens 

are, “mean, vicious and intolerant.” They pecked the 
baby chicks, heckled the kittens and perched on the drinking 
crocks, refusing the hens a drink. Apparently, they held a 
grudge against everything in and out of the barnyard, but 
the creature that suffered most from their spite, was Bertha, 
a milque-toast-mannered hen. 

Because she would not defend herself, they made her life 
so uncomfortable that we were forcd to take her out of the 
pen, giving her the unrestricted run of the place, a privilege 
enjoyed by only one other fowl, namely, Charlie, the duck. 

That should have settled the matter, but the guineas, not 
to be deprived of their sadistic sport, flew over the fence 
and took turns chasing poor Bertha round and round the 
house. I tried to stop them, but they paid no heed to my 
shouts and eluded all attempts at capture. 

I was wondering how to cope with the situation, when Bertha 
solved the problem by moving to the vineyard across the 
road. There, she had plenty to eat and a huge pile of brush 
for shelter and roosting purposes. 

At the time the guineas were ruling the roost, Mr. Blue’s 
attention was centered on the upbringing of Shorty, the pup, 
so he had little time for policing the premises, or for frater- 
nizing with his old friend, Charlie, the duck. It was only 
natural, therefore, that Charlie, craving companionship, should 
switch his devotion to the aged Bertha. 

Since all things must end sooner or later, it was inevitable 
that the fowls’ paradise must yield to the invasion of farm 
hands when the spring work got under way. Old stakes were 
replaced; prunings were collected and added to the heap of 
brush. Smoke, billowing in the bedroom windows, called 
my attention to the fire across the road. So the owner was 
burning his brush. It didn’t seem likely that Charlie and the 
hen were in danger. Still, it would do no harm to make sure. 


Not seeing them in their usual haunts, I approached the 
fire. Stooping to look under the heap, I saw to my consterna- 
tion, that Bertha, probably frightened by the intruders, had 
taken shelter in the pile and was in the direct path of the 
fire. Behind her, only a short distance away, was Charlie, 
attempting to follow her. To crawl under the tightly packed 
brush was for me an impossibility, but perhaps Mr. Blue could 
manage. 

“Get him!” I ordered, pointing to the duck. “Fetch Charlie!” 

Mr. Blue hesitated only a second, then into the smoking 
mass he went, pulling himself forward a few inches at a time. 
The wind veered, blowing the flames away and that was some- 
thing in Mr. Blue’s favor, but the going was rough and more 
than once I was tempted to call him back. Little by little he 
shortened the distance between himself and the duck, then 
he had Charlie by a leg and was backing out. Charlie wasn’t 
much to look at when I took him from the dog. Every feather 
was turned the wrong way and his bill and nostrils were full 
of dirt. But, except for being frightened out of his wits, he 
appeared to be in good shape. But poor Bertha! 


I felt helpless and sick all over as I watched the fire licking 
toward her. There was absolutely nothing I could do; Mr. 
Blue might save her, but I couldn't order him to risk his life 
a second time. Neither could I stay there and witness what 
was certain to be a tragic end of the timid hen. 

With Charlie under my arm, I started for home. She’s only 
a stupid, old hen, I told myself. If she didn’t have any more 
sense than to crawl into a burning brush pile, then she de- 
served—but I couldn't say it. 


I turned to make sure Mr. Blue was following and was 
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“Mr. Blue,” 


by Morris 


Henceforth, Mr. Blue kept his eyes on the guineas. 


startled to see him emerging tail first from the brush pile, 
dragging a smoking object that had once been white. 

“Oh, No!” I cried, and putting Charlie down, ran to relieve 
Mr. Blue of what I expected to be a gruesome burden. A 
quick examination showed Bertha to be very much alive, but 
singed to the point of sun-burned red and nakedness. As for 
Mr. Blue—his beautiful curls were gone, his back, pock-marked 
by hot coals. 

Without losing any time, I got the trio home and on to 
the back porch where I immersed Bertha in a tub of luke- 
warm soda water and smeared Mr. Blue’s burns with an un- 
guent. 

For a while, Bertha was wobbly on her legs, but by even- 
ing she had quite recovered from her harrowing experience. 
She was scratching in the geraniums with Charlie helping 
himself to the choice morsels of her endeavors, when the 
guineas spied them from thir perch on the comb of the barn. 
With a raucous chatter and whir of wings they sailed into 
the front yard. With her back to the house and hemmed 
in on both sides by the thick geranium bushes, the hen was 
entirely at their mercy. 

Maybe Mr. Blue, like myself, was getting tired of their 
bulldozing, or perhaps he felt that having saved her once, 
Bertha was henceforth his special charge. Rushing in, he 
scattered guineas right and left and then, as though to make 


* sure they understood he meant business, he chased them back 


to the barnyard. 


Christmas Gifts 


O NE paragraph in the October issue 
of Our Dumb Animals attracted 
my attention. 

“Since dogs don’t appreciate Christmas 
and get no pleasure from jewelry under 
normal circumstances, there isn’t much 
people can do for a dog except feed him 
well.” This statement causes me to write 
the following experience. 

I have always given my cats and dogs 
Christmas presents. Every year when I 
took down a large dress box from the 
top of my closet, Spotty, our dog, knew 
that Christmas was near. He would walk 
about smiling and making little barks 
and all kinds of dog talk. 

This box contained old wrapping pa- 
per and ribbons that had accumulated 
over the years. Spotty was always in- 
terested in gift wrapping and watched 
me while I wrapped each one. Then he 
would go over and smell it to see that 
it was properly put together. I hid his 
presents and he never saw them until 
Christmas morning in my bedroom, 
where we have stockings filled with 
small gifts before breakfast. 

Spotty always sat down near me and 
waited. My husband acted as distrib- 
utor. He would hand a gift to each 
one, then sit down and open his own. 
Spotty would lie down, holding his 
little package between his paws, then 
proceed to pull off the ribbons and paper. 
He would be a very excited dog, tail 


Leo: A Yellow Cat 


By Margaret Sherwood 


If, to your twilight land of dream,— 
Persephone, Persephone, 

Drifting with all your shadow host,— 

Dim sunlight comes with sudden gleam, 

And you lift velvet eyes to see 

Slip past a little golden ghost, 

That wakes a sense of springing flowers, 

Of nesting birds, and lambs new-born, 

Of spring astir in quickening hours, 

And young blades of Demeter’s corn; 

For joy of that sweet glimpse of sun, 

O goddess of unnumbered dead, 

Give one soft touch,—if only one,— 

To that uplifted, pleading head! 

Whisper some kindly word, to bless 

A wistful soul who understands 

That life is but one long caress 

Of gentle words and gentle hands. 
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And here is Spotty. 


wagging, and with much dog talk. If 
someone became enthusiastic over a gift 
he would get up to inspect it, smiling, 
tail wagging. At times his whole body 
would wriggle and he would try to tell 
everyone how delighted he was that they 
were pleased. Then he would return to 
his package. When it was unwrapped 
he would show it to everyone. Then, 
and only then, would he return to his 
station and wait for his next gift. He 
always kept them in a group between 
his paws. This same procedure con- 
tinued each year. 

Then came the war in 1942. Gifts 
for dogs were very hard to get My 
husband tried to find some with no suc- 
cess and then decided I had done some- 
thing about it. With a hundred and 
one things to do, I wasn’t able to find 
any suitable gifts for Spotty, but thought 
that my husband was sure to have done 
something. 

The night before Christmas arrived 


Christmas Present 


HE air was filled with all the excite- 

ment of Christmas, brisk and vibrant, 
as I came out of the grocery and saw 
at my feet a tiny kitten. The poor little 
animal had sore eyes as well as being 
almost starved looking. 


I took some meat from my package 
and put it in front of the kitten and she 
quickly ate it. I smiled and dismissed 
it from my mind. 

Hurriedly I went to the house to which 
I had just moved and began to do all 
the many things one does Christmas Eve, 
including putting up a tree. 

Alone that evening, I began to feel 
very lonely. At Christmas everyone 
needs friends and here I was in a strange 
town. 


I heard a noise on the front porch and 


By Mary Pitman 


and we hung up the stockings. Each 
one put in his gifts. Spotty had his 
own large red stocking and we soon 
realized there were no gifts for the dog. 
I was heartbroken. My husband went 
about the house and picked up several 
old toys and suggested that I wrap them 
up pretty and Spotty would never know 
the difference. 

Christmas morning, when Spotty was 
handed his first gift, he took it in his 
mouth and the tail stood still. He looked 
straight up into my husband's eyes 
questioningly. He knew this was no new 
toy. He laid the package down on the 
rug quietly and looked at it. All the 
joy and gaiety had gone out of him. He 
was a stunned, unhappy dog. We tried 
to make a lot of talk to take his mind 
off his gift, but that was of no use. He 
was crushed. After much urging, he did 
take the paper off one side of his gift 
only to see a dirty, green rubber ball he 
had played with all year. 

That wasn’t a successful Christmas 
morning. Everyone blamed himself for 
not making an effort to find something. 
Food was not the answer that day. The 
lasting memory of that occasion was four 
little paper-wrapped bundles, each with 
a little paper torn off, only to expose a 
soiled or broken toy. 

Spotty lived to be sixteen years old and 
you may be sure we made up for this 
loss. 


By Juanita Askew 


half hopeful and half fearful I went to 
see what it was. Climbing up the screen 
was the little sore eyed kitten! I picked 
her up and carried her into the house 
out of the cold. It was especially nice 
to have something to care for, so I got 
busy and cleaned her little eyes with salt 
water and gave her a saucer of warm 
milk. 

The warmth of the room soon made 
my little friend a darling ball of fluff, 
and I named her Wittsy. She lay pur- 
ring in my lap and even the Christmas 
music sounded more beautiful. 

Our house often rang with laughter 
of amusement at the way she “took over.” 
Her manners were quite queenly and if 
I should scold, she looks at me as if 
to say, “I am the nicest Christmas present 
possible!” 
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ITH the coming of each Christ- 
mas season many children read 
for the first time age-old Christmas 
legends, but to these new readers they 
are new and thrilling. Older people en- 
joy reading them again and again, per- 
haps adding some story the author failed 
to include. Especially is this true of the 
stories of animals, birds and insects and 
their association with the birth of Christ. 
Here in the United States, Santa’s 
reindeer come in for their share of at- 
tention. In other lands, various animals 
share the same popularity. 

In Spain, cattle, sheep and goats are 
shown special favors on Christmas Eve. 
They are given fresh straw for their beds 
and extra feed and plenty of sears 
water. It is believed that cattle breathe 
upon the Christ Child to help keep Him 
warm. 

The Germans, Swiss and Poles say that 
cattle and horses kneel in their stables, 
turning their heads toward Bethlehem, 
at exactly midnight on Christmas Eve, 
thus paying tribute to the Christ-Child. 
They, also, believe the animals can speak 
for a few brief minutes on the Holy 
Eve, but bad luck befalls any person who 
tries to hear what they talk about. 

In Belgium and Holland, according to 
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By Jewell Casey 
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legend, St. Nicholas rides a beautiful 
gray horse when delivering gifts to child- 
ren. No child will go to bed on Christ- 
mas Eve until hay, water, carrots and a 
potato have been set out for the faithful 
horse. 

Away in southern Syria this story is 
often told: When the Wise Men visited 
the Christ-Child there was one very 
young camel in the caravan. Upon 
reaching the stable it was so tired and 
weary it could no longer stand, but fell 
upon the ground moaning. Looking 
with tenderness upon the little camel, the 
Holy Babe blessed it with everlasting 
life. Today, it is believed that the Camel 
of Jesus travels over the desert lands de- 
livering presents to the children on 
Christmas Eve. 


Then there is the story of the Little 
Gray Lamb, which tells of the longing 
in the heart of the small animal to be 
white. The shepherds would not take 
him to visit the new-born Child because 
of his dark color. The sad, little lamb 
implored the clouds, the moon, the trees, 
and the birds, to help him to become 
white. 


At last, he wandered away and met the 
Three Wise Men as they neared the 


stable where the Holy Family was stay- 
ing. The shivering little lamb stood near 
the door watching the Wise Men kneel 
before the infant Jesus. Then the Holy 
Infant saw the lamb at the door and 
motioned him to enter. Laying His tiny 
hand on the head of the lamb, it became 
white as snow. This is the lamb that 
is seen in pictures, always walking near 
the Saviour. 

On Christmas Eve, in Norway, birds 
eat at the sheaf of wheat that has been 
fastened to the top of a pole in front of 
the doorway. Inside, children eat cook- 
ies and fill a shoe with barley for the 
“Christmas Ram,” who is expected to 
come by with gifts. 

A chirping cricket on Christmas Eve 
is a cheerful sound and many people 
believe it is a sign of good luck to the 
people in whose house it sings. 


And let us not forget our own house- 
hold pets who are right there near the 
tree with their young masters or mis- 
tresses on Christmas morning. They 
seem to enter into the holiday spirit and 
the whole family would be lost with- 
out their enjoyable antics as they spar 
with the dazzling tree ornaments. and 
sniff the smell of hemlock and balsam. 
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creature was stirring, 


Not even mouse... 


JUST TOO TIRED ! 


This puss has had just too much excitement for 
one day. Ever since the tree was erected, he 
has sniffed and explored and played with 
every one of the fascinating things being put 
on and under the tree—and that intoxicating 
odor of balsam—oh, boy! When Santa comes 
he will find pussy sound asleep and he will be 
so quiet that not even such an alert creature 
as a cat will hear him. 


Photo by Kathryn Morris 
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CHRISTMAS STOCKING 


This kitten can hardly wait for Santa to fill 
that stocking. Memories of last year convince 
her that Christmas morning will yield such 
things as a toy mouse, a catnip ball (per- 
haps with a little tinkling bell inside), both 
of which she can chase all over the house and 
work up an appetite for the roast turkey that 
will come later. 


Photo by Louise Van der Meid 


% 
| 
4 
é 
; 
‘ 


fill 
nce 
uch 
yer- 
oth 
ind 
hat 


WISHFUL THINKING 


Little Nemo wishes Christmas was a year round celebration 
instead of just once a year. There never was so much fun 
—so many strange things to smell, so many crackling papers 
to attract, so many brilliant hanging things to bat. So far, 
he has one down and four to go, at least that’s all where 
he is right now, there are more all around the rest of the 
tree. Right now, however, he is fascinated by one ball that 
is almost out of reach. Just wait until next year when he’s a 
little bigger—just wait, that's all! 


Photo by Walter Chandoha 


STRIKE ONE ! 


This black and white ball player is Anna Mae, the boss of 
the Fred Linley household in Jackson, Michigan. In the 
family are three boys—Don, age five, Jim, age three, and 
Billy, age one. Anna Mae loves them all, except when they 
get too affectionate. Then she leaves for parts unknown. 
The picture was taken the night the tree was put up and 
Anna Mae, coming in from outside, discovered all the won- 
derful, shining balls to bat. 


Photo by Mrs. Fred Linley 
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Friend the Wild 


Photographs by Arthur G. Rogers 


S illustrated in the accompanying pictures, former Gov- 

ernor of Maine, Percival P. Baxter is a real friend to 
wild life. In the first picture he can be seen giving a choice 
bit of food to a buck deer; in the illustration at the bottom 
of the page, two wild fox cubs come up to make his acquaint- 
ance. The remaining picture was described as follows: 

“Former Governor Percival C. Baxter, of Maine, makes 
friends with a 50-pound wild bear cub on his trip to Baxter 
State Park on Mt. Katahdin. What does not appear in the 
picture is the mother and 125-pound brother of the cub only 
sixty feet away. 

“The former Governor and his party came across the bear 
family on a walk through the woods on the mile-high mountain. 
‘It took a whole box of chocolate bars to strike up this ac- 
quaintanceship with the little bear’ the former Governor said. 

Two unarmed game wardens with the donor of the State 
Park don’t quite approve of the act because mother bears do 
not usually permit humans to go near their cubs.” 

All of this was a long cherished ambition of Mr. Baxter, who 
was governor of his native state from 1921 to 1925 and it was 
finally realized some fourteen years ago when he turned over 
to his State 109,615 acres of land for the establishment of a 
wildlife sanctuary. A grateful commonwealth named the area 
Baxter State Park. Since that time the former governor has 
given additional land so that the Park has almost doubled in 
size, now containing 193,254 acres. 

The story back of this accomplishment is that of a lifetime 
of effort; a goal set with unwavering ambition and finally 
crowned by successful achievement. The result has been 
the gift of this vast primeval domain containing virgin forests, 
rivers, swamps, mountains, lakes, and more wild life than can 
be found in any other part of Maine. There one may see 
beaver dams making lakes of fifty acres or more, some of the 
dams reaching a height of eight and nine feet. In the midst 
of all this grandeur rises Mount Katahdin, the pinnacle of 
Governor Baxter's gift to posterity. 


The entire territory was given to the State on three con- 
ditions. First, that it shall be held by the State in trust for- 
ever; second, that it shall be used for public parks, forests 
and recreation; third, that it shall ever be kept in its natural 
wild state and as a sanctuary for wild beasts and birds. 


Retiring from public office in 1925, Governor Baxter decided 
that if his vision were to become a reality he must work lone- 
handed. Fifteen years of planning and negotiation were 
necessary to bring about the accomplishment of his dream. 
Year by year he added land purchases to his domain, located 
in the northern central part of the State, 145 miles north of 
Bangor. This tract is now open to the public but those who 
wish to enjoy it must go by narrow woods trails or over a 
narrow dirt road 30 miles long. 


This, then, is what Governor Baxter has accomplished. Not 
only to the citizens of Maine has been dedicated this natural 
monument to his everlasting memory, but a reservation has 
been established where the people of an entire nation may 
glory in the rugged aspects of nature where the wilderness 
will hold sway and wild life may dwell in peace without fear 
of gun, trap or other human encroachment. 
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Insurance 
Nalesmen 
Deluxe 


By Joan Lipscomb 


OGS can do practically anything, 
and usually do! Two of the most 
useful “citizens” of Greenville, South 
Carolina, for the past seven years, have 
been dogs—their names—Bess and Sacha 
“Lawton”. Most dogs do not have sur- 
names, but Bess and Sacha are excep- 
tions. 

You see, they are two of the most 
active members of the T. Max Lawton 
General Insurance firm. Each has been 
featured on calendars, advertising the 
company. Bess guided Mr. Lawton 
faithfully for five years. A Seeing-Eye 
dog, she was possessed of almost human 
intelligence. Bess could understand over 


Sacha, Bess’ successor. 


December 1955 


Bess and Mr. Lawton go for a stroll. 


one hundred and fifty words. While at 
the Morristown school for Seeing-Eye 
dogs, she was considered a “leader” or 
“top” dog. She completed the course 
usually requiring five months, in only 
two, and then helped in the training of 
other dogs. 

Bess was Mr. Lawton’s very first guide- 
dog. She chose him from among the 
other applicants and soon became a 
licensed member of the insurance firm. 
Now, Bess is the very first dog in history 
ever officially to be licensed as an in- 
surance salesman, and Sacha is the sec- 
ond. 

An indispensable companion to Mr. 
Lawton, Bess soon became very well 
known all over Greenville, and was 
Poster Girl for the local humane society 
and animal shelter drives. She went 
with Mr. Lawton to give lectures at 
nearby Furman University on “Making 
Stumbling Blocks into Stepping Stones”. 
She became a familiar and beloved figure 
to the townspeople as she accompanied 
her master on his errands. 

On April 27, 1954, this companionship 
was ended, by death. and, if there is a 
Happy Hunting Ground for dogs, Bess 
surely received the welcome “Well done, 
thou good and faithful servant.” 

“Bess seemed to know she was dying,” 
reflected Mr. Lawton’ slowly. “Think- 
ing she had lost consciousness. I called 


her name. She pricked up her ears and 
listened for my command. It was, ‘Rest, 
Bess, rest’. She placed her paw in my 
hand and licked it. I was glad to be 
able to give her a command she could 
follow even to death.” 

Her death was deeply mourned by all 
who knew her. The students who had 
attended the lectures of Bess and Mr. 
Lawton, immediately began contribu- 
tions, which Mr. Lawton used to begi 
his fund for publication of a book he is 
writing, “Put Your ‘Bess’ Foot Forward,” 
in which he will tell of his many re- 
warding experiences with this faithful 
companion. 

Today, Bess rests in a triangular spot 
in front of the local humane society. A 
suitable epitaph adorns her monument 
which was erected by devoted towns- 
people, who will never forget her. 

In the meantime, Sacha has been 
added to the firm and her license proud- 
ly adorns the wall of the T. Max Lawton 
General Insurance Company. Mr. Law- 
ton is confident that, in Sacha, he will 
find another faithful guide and com- 
panion and, once again, townspeople are 
beginning to become accustomed to see- 
ing the tall figure of Mr. Lawton strid- 
ing along the street, accompanied by a 
blithe. brown figure . . . yes, it is Sacha! 

Dogs can do practically anything and 
usually do! 
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NEW FITCHBURG AMBULANCE 


Photo by Fitchburg Sentinel 


Always trying to find better ways to serve our animal friends, your Massachusetts SPCA 

has recently made this modern, well-equipped ambulance available to Mr. Archie Hollows, 

our representative in the Fitchburg area. In this photo, Mr. Hollows is shown starting 

off on his first call in the ambulance, a big improvement over the sedan he had used 
previously to transport sick, injured or stray animals. 


Can you find some— 


Old Blankets and Sheets 


for us? 


LEASE help us. Our supply of old 

blankets and sheets, used for bed- 
ding in the Hospital cages, is nearly ex- 
hausted. We urgently need large quan- 
tities of discarded wool and cotton cloth, 
such as may be stored away in your 
trunks or closets and forgotten. 

You see, we use enormous amounts of 
bedding every week. Some of it can 
be laundered and re-used, but much 
bedding must be burned, especially after 
use in wards where highly contagious 
diseases, such as distemper, are treated. 
To provide maximum care and comfort 
for our 450 animal patients, we must 
continually ask the help of our good 
friends, and in the past you have re- 
sponded most generously to our “blanket 
appeals”. 

Do YOU have discarded material of 
this kind that you can spare? Perhaps 
your neighbors do, too. We sincerely 
hope you will send or bring all you can 
find to our Angell Memorial, 180 Long- 
wood Avenue, Boston 15, Mass. Every 
package will be most gratefully received 
and promptly acknowledged. 
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Twice the Protection 


OST dogs are a problem we've been 
trying to solve for years. For some 
time, now, we have maintained a Dog 
Identity Bureau and the numbered brass 
tags we sell for 50c doubles this pro- 
tection by helping the finder of a dog 
to locate the owner. Easily attached to 
your dog’s collar by an S-shaped hook, 
these tags have “Call or write the Mass. 
S.P.C.A.” on them, with our address, 
phone number, and another number, 
permanently assigned to your dog. This 
number is listed in the Bureau files with 
your name, address, and phone number, 
making the identification of stray dogs 
simple and sure. 


Why not order your Dog Identity Tag 
today? Just send fifty cents (check or 
money order) for each dog you own, to 
the Dog Identity Bureau, Massachusetts 
S.P.C.A.. 180 Longwood Avenue, Boston 
15, Mass. 


Be sure to notify the Bureau if: (1) 
you change your address, (2) your dog 
changes owners or dies, or (3) you wish 
to put the tag on a different dog. 


And another thing, should your dog, 


by any chance, lose his tag, we'll be 
glad to furnish a duplicate for only 25c. 


Director Passes 


if is with sincere regret that we an- 
nounce to the readers of our magazine 
and to the members of our two societies 
the death in September of George F. 
Booth who had been a Director of the 
Massachusetts Society for the Prevention 
of Cruelty to Animals since 1937. 

Heartfelt sympathy is hereby extended 
to his family by the officials of both our 
organizations. 

Mr. Booth, editor and publisher of 
the Worcester Telegram and Evening 
Gazette, a leader in the state as well as 
in his own community, was the first re- 
cipient of the Isaiah Thomas Award “for 
distinguished community service” in 
1951. 

His warm and friendly cooperation, 
his readiness always to be of aid in our 
work of animal protection, his sym- 
pathetic valeceeline of our problems 
—all of these will be sorely missed by 
our officers and directors alike. 


At This Time 


LMIGHTY God, unseen yet eternal, 

we are grateful once more for this 

hour of fellowship and for the opportu- 

nity to consider how best we can lessen 

all avoidable suffering and neglect of Thy 

lowly creatures, which serve us in so 
many ways. 

As we approach the birthday of Thy 
Son, Jesus Christ, we remember the 
stable in Bethlehem and the shepherds 
and farm animals that stood about at 
that wondrous event. We recall that 
gentleness, kindness, justice and mercy 
are embodied in the teachings of Jesus, 
and we would ask for Thy blessing that 
we may consecrate ourselves to Thy ser- 
vice and thus hasten the fulfillment of 
the Christmas prophecy of peace on 
earth, good will toward men. 


(EDITOR'S NOTE: We thought this 
invocation, given by Mr. Albert A. Pol- 
lard at the last Christmas meeting of 
New England Livestock Conservation, 
Inc., was worth repeating at this time.) 


ID you ever notice how thrilled a 

child is to receive something ad- 
dressed to him personally through ‘the 
mail? Imagine his (or her) delight when 
it happens every month, in the form of 
Our Dumb Animals. Why not send in 
a subscription now? 
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Our hat is off to Americo Sherry, wkhom— 


Proudly Present 


HIS lucky spitz puppy and the 13- 

year-old Chicopee, Massachusetts, 
boy who rescued him from a possible 
watery grave were reunited for a special 
reason at the Springfield branch of our 
Society, recently. 

The puppy, a stray, was taken to our 
Rowley Memorial Hospital, in Spring- 
field, after the rescue, where Agent 
Charles B. Marsh and Office Manager 
James V. Leyden learned the story. They 
announced that such feeling for animals 
should not go police | A special 
medal, which we give for such feats, 
was presented to Americo Sherry by 
Agent Marsh, shown here with the boy 
and the dog. Even the dog seems 
pleased that his rescuer has been re- 
warded—and no wonder! 

Americo and three other boys were 
walking along the shore about five one 
cold night, when they spotted the dog 
on a tiny island some fifty feet from 


shore. Frank Walczak, 16. swam out 
to the island, but the dog snapped and 
growled at him, refusing to let his would- 
be rescuer come near. While the frus- 
trated hero went home to warm up, the 
other boys contacted a policeman. 

Firefighters and police then tried to 
span the fast-moving river with an ex- 
tension ladder, but it proved too un- 
wieldy for such a rescue. Of no use, 
either, was the aerial ladder truck, since 
there is no access by road to this part 
of the river bank. 

The firemen returned to headquarters 
for their rescue boat, since the river is 
twelve feet deep between the shoreline 
and the island, and the current was run- 
ning swiftly. Ready to try again, they 
learned that Americo had just swum the 
fifty feet and made the rescue. 

Thirteen-year-old Americo Sherry had 
risked his life in frigid water for a dog 
that was a complete stranger to him! We 


For nearly 40 years, the Massachusetts SPCA has marked the Christmas season by dis- 
tributing free dinners to Greater Boston horses, especially those belonging to peddlers 
and junk dealers. In the accompanying picture, Mr. Herman N. Dean, our Chief Prosecut- 
ing Officer, is shown serving the first Christmas dinner of the day. Pretty Miss Takouhi 
Mangasarian of Boston stands by, waiting to contribute two carrots to ol’ Dobbin’s Christ- 
mas cheer. Representatives of the Society spend an entire day distributing these free 
Christmas dinners to horses in the various stables throughout this area. 


December 1955 


Photo Union 
The cause of it all seems just as happy about 
the award as Americo himself. 


congratulate Americo’s parents and 
teachers, and the town of Chicopee on 
this young citizen. 


IS THERE A CHILD? 


—On your Christmas gift list? 
—Who isn’t thrilled to get something 


through the mail addressed especially 
to him (or her)? 


—Who wouldn't love you for giving him 
a subscription to Our DumB ANIMALS 
magazine? And remember, if you wish us 
to, we'll send a Christmas card signed 
as you direct to announce your gift. This 
card will arrive just before the holiday. 


P. S. to Santa: A year’s subscription is 
easy on your budget, too. See the inside 
back cover of this issue for our quantity 
discount offer and finish your Christmas 
shopping list today! 


Moving ? 
:;... miss a single copy of Our 


Dums Anrmats. Send your new 
address together with the address label 
from your last copy to the Circulation 
Manager at least five weeks in advance. 
Or, if you prefer, there is a convenient 
card for this purpose (Form 22-S) avail- 
able free at your post office. 
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Horses from Heaven 
By Judy Pervault (11) 


The horse from heaven is a horse that never existed. More 
than anything else I wanted to be able to care for him by 
feeding, brushing and grooming him. I would never hit or 
hurt him in any way because animals have feelings too. | 
would never force him to do anything dangerous or difficult. 
I would not spoil him however by not showing him who is 
master, and let him go where he wants all the time. 

I wanted to be very proud of him, to be able to call him my 
own. I would spend many happy hours riding him and 
watching him gallop across the field, to see him playfully 
nuzzle my hand for sugar. 

Most of all I wanted to bury my head in his mane and have 
him love me as I love him. But he was never mine, just a 
hope I cherished so highly and wanted so much. 
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‘Tis said when day is over, 
And midnight shadows fall, 
On Christmas Eve the cattle 
Kneel humbly in the stall; 
They bow in loving homage 
Before the manger low, 
Because the Blessed Christ-Child 
Was laid there long ago. 


And when the hour of midnight 
Chimes forth from many a bell, 
The glad notes ringing sweetly 
O’er hill, and plain, and fell, 
For one brief hour, ’tis whispered, 
The beasts like men can speak, 
That they may join in praising 
The Babe and Mother meek. 


The donkey, scorned, ill-treated, 
Though marked with Holy Sign, 

Kneels down amid the darkness 
To hail the Child Divine; 

For he, like kine and horses, 
Was in that cattle-stall, 

The birthplace of the Savior— 
The King and Lord of all! 


The sheep upon the hillsides 
Turn eastward, kneeling low, 
In memory of the Angels 
At Bethlehem long ago: 
And shepherds by the sheep-fold 
First heard the wondrous song — 
The earliest Christmas carol, 
Hymned by the heavenly throng. 


— Maud E. Sargent 


Hula Dance 
By Barbara Evans (12) 


Snitzel is a dachshund. The funniest thing that Snitzel does 
happens when daddy comes home from work at night. 
Snitzel’s tail starts to wiggle. Then her whole body starts 
to wiggle. It looks as though she is doing a hula dance. I 
think it is the funniest thing I have ever seen! 
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Let's Be Kind 


By Lana Valentine (11) 


Be Kind to Animals is very easily said, but what does it 
mean to you? It has a meaning for me because I have a dog 
of my own. To me it means that a dog or any other animal 
is just like us. We need to eat, drink and have air. 

There are many kinds of dogs. Many can not eat very 
much. Others can eat more than I can at one time. Don't 
force your dog to eat. He is like you, sometimes you don’t 
feel like eating. After he eats he drinks. You should keep 
your dog’s water cool and clean. 

I put myself in place of my dog and I am writing the way 
that I would like to be treated so Let’s Be Kind. 


Answers to November Puzzle: Across—1. radio, 4. raw, 
6. ice, 7. pal, 10. pail, 11. ring, 12. V, 13. H. Down—1. 
re. 2. duck, 3. or, 5. well, 7. pa, 8. ail, 9. trim, 10. pig. 


I got him on Christmas day. I’m enclosing a picture of Gene 
which was taken on Christmas morning. The big boy is my 
brother Barry and the little one is me. . 2 4 
Gene cries all night for we have not had him long, but when 
I go downstairs he wags his tail because he is glad to see me. 7 
Gene stays in most of the day because it is so cold out. He 
is never lonesome because I am near and Marie Stackpole, " 
my neighbor, comes to see him every day. 
When I go out in the yard to play for a minute Gene comes " ; 
too. When night comes Gene gets in bed and goes to sleep, = 
but when I go upstairs he starts crying. 
Yours truly, 
Keven Thurston (10) 


Dear Dumb Animals, 
Gene is a black and white beagle. He is ten weeks old. _ 


By Helen L. Hannon (13) 2 
There is someone in my family 
Who is very dear to me. 
He isn’t really human 
But he just as well might be. S: EITHER. 
He burys bones in other yards 6. == 
As normal dogs will do. = 
At times he causes trouble, 8. 
But other dogs do too. 
I love this little dog named Ruff 
And try to keep him from harm, 15. NoTe In SCALE. 
But often he’s inconsiderate 
And causes great alarm. 
I write this poem to let Ruff know 10. BEFORE. 
Wherever he may roam, SouND OF LAUGHTER. 
He'll always find a welcome mat 


At this, the Hannons’ home. Answer to Puzzle Will Appear Next Month 
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Training the Christmas Pup 


By Farley Manning 


O you got a puppy for Christmas! 
You are a fortunate family for you 
are going to get a million hours of love 
and fun from that little fellow. But you 
are also going to have a number of hours 
of annoyance and discouragement—just 
as you have with the children. 


Of course the first problem is house 
breaking and this is no fun. 


The best and shortest instructions I 
know of for this are in a little pamphlet, 
“The Care and Training of Puppies” 
which is available free by writing to 
Pard Department, Swift and Company, 
Chicago 9, Ill., and is certainly worth 
spending a three cent stamp to get. 


It says: “You will have to decide 
whether to housebreak to paper, or out- 
of-doors. Paper has the disadvantage of 
requiring a second step in training later, 
but if you live in an apartment or if is 
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the dead of winter, it may be the only 
practical method. 

“If you use paper, it should be kept in 
one place, usually on a tile or linoleum 
floor. Outdoors, you should always take 
your pup to the same spot. 

“Indoors, place him on the paper after 
each meal and several times between 
meals, and try to keep him there until he 
does what he is supposed to do. Then 
praise him lavishly. 

“Watch him closely in the house and 
rush him to the paper or outside at the 
first warning signal. If you don’t catch 
him in time, scold him, but don’t punish 
him. 

“Since he is apt to go back to the same 
place again if he made a mistake, clean 
the rug with a cleaning preparation or 
an ammonia solution that leaves an odor 
he won't like. And remember—he is only 
a baby, so be patient with him.” 


O 
Shakespeare 


By Jasper B. Sinclair 


“A horse, a horse! My kingdom for 
a horse!” This generous offer is prob- 
ably the most celebrated reference to 
horses in all Shakespeare. But it is not 
the only bit of equine chit-chat to be 
found in the Bard’s works. 

The Stratford lad was ready to men- 
tion old Dobbin at the drop of a horse- 
shoe. This may have been in grateful 
acknowledgement for the extra shillings 
he had picked up “in his salad days” 
while tending the horses of the London 
gentry who frequented the old Globe 
Theater. 

We are assured in Titus Andronicus 
that “I have horse will follow where the 
game makes way, and race like swallows 
oer the plain.” Shakespeare was as good 
at mixing metaphors as the next one. 

It is in King Henry V that we are 
reminded, “Think, when we talk - of 
horses, that you see them printing their 
proud hoofs in the receiving earth.” And 
again in King Henry V you find the line, 
“Now, my lord Constable, hark how our 
steeds for present service neigh.” That 
one probably prompted the command, 
“To horse! Let us straight to horse!” 

In Coriolanus you may read, “So, the 
good horse is mine.” And Love's La- 
bour’s Lost poses the neat question, “Was 
that the king, that spurred his horse 
against the steep uprising of the hill?” 

Shakespeare played no favorites. Just 
by way of variety he tossed in a few 
references to the “pasteboard hobby- 
horse, “and made brief mention of the 
“hobby-horse in May games.” Old Dob- 
bin will not mind these passing refer- 
ences to the synthetic steeds which were 
apparently older than Shakespeare’s day. 


Be Kind 


“Be kind to all the beasts and birds; 
Be kind to horses, too; 

Be kind to every cat and dog,” 
Are words for me and you. 

For kindness is the thing we need 
In this big world. We'll find 

That many troubles can be solved 
With these two words: Be kind. 
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May we remind you? It's time to order your 
More Christmas Gift Subscriptions 
Parana (12 rkling i f ly $1.50 
a s ing issues for on . 
Dogs love its tasty flavor. ” 9 y $1.50 per year) 
Take advantage of our 331/3% Quantity Discount! 
Five or more subscriptions ordered at one time are 
only $1.00 each, per year. 
More It’s the easy way to do your Christmas gift shopping 
or Nourishment — saves Time, —— and Money - 
b- Scientifically blended ingredi- to ages 
to ents insure the right nutrient Send your check or money order NOW to 
d pial = better health in Our Dums ANm™ALSs, 180 Longwood Ave., Boston 15, Mass. 
More 
Value THIS SP 
gs Constant research and quality J. S. WATER & SONS, Ine. SPACE 
rs control mean better food at 
Funeral Service CONTRIBUTED 
be Local—Suburban—Distant 
A Dog’s Best Friend — 
Wirthmore 
ws Dog Food TO OUR FRIENDS 
od Meal — Sh bes waduen In making your will kindly bear in mind that the corporate title of our Society is 
“Massachusetts Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals”; that it is the 
are CHAS. M. COX CO second incorporated (March, 1868) Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals 
_ of ESTABLISHED 1896 4 in the country, and that it has no connection with any other similar Society. 
eir 177 MILK ST., BOSTON, MASS. Any bequests especially intended for the benefit of the Angell Memorial Animal 
nd Write for location of your nearest dealer. Hospital in Boston, or the Rowley Memorial Hospital in Springfield should, never- 
ne, theless, be made to the Massachusetts Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to 
pur Animals “for the use of the Angell Memorial Animal Hospital, or the Rowley 
het a ani Memorial Hospital,” as the Hospitals are not incorporated but are the property 
ve peed nm ope ied of that Society and are conducted by it. FORM OF BEQUEST follows: 
iad OR I give to the Massachusetts Society for the Prevention of Cruelty to Animals (or 
THE AMERICAN HUMANE EDUCATION SOCIETY to the American Humane Education Society), the sum of ...................... 
the — dollars (or, if other property, describe the property.) 
La- 2.00 The Society’s address is 180 Longwood Avenue, Boston 15, Mass. Information and 
Vas Contributing Annual 25.00 Children’s 1.00 advice will be given gladly. : 
rse 
lust 
few 
the 
iob- 
fer- P-TO-DATE materials for teachers, Junior Humane Society | 
rere leaders, Scout leaders, or youth programs in camp, club or AMERICAN HUMANE EDUCATION SOCIETY 
lav. home need not be expensive. Your humane society’s library should 180 Longwood Ave., Boston 15, Mass. 
- have these basic aids: Please send to me at the address below: 
copies of the book 
1. Dr. William G. Vinal’s book, NATURE RECREATION is NATURE RECREATION @ $3.50 each — $...... 
full of good humane philosophy with regard to the out-of-doors, a ati ed 
as well as program ideas, and sources for further free or inex- || ARE OF THE 6... 
wde: pensive materials. (P. S. It makes a nice Xmas gift, too.) (with manuel) 


2. Our CARE OF THE CAT filmstrip will cover the needs of 
classrooms, Junior Humane Society programs or Scout merit 
badge study. A 35 mm. black-and-white filmstrip of 28 
frames, it comes complete with instruction manual and script. 


These are excellent materials at really low prices. Use the ac- 


In payment of the above, | enclose a check or M.O. for $ 
PLEASE PRINT OR TYPE 


My Name 


Street 


companying coupon to order now. Supplies are limited, so “first 
come, first served.” 


City & State 


ling, in “tlenday, Pen 40g 
90 | 
SS : tWelve differen, full-colg, Nima] Photographs The 
} COVer, Showy, at the left, but in ful] Color, is beautify) 
q and “PPealing erecting Card, making the Whole Com. 
= binatig, gift and Sreeting Which, Will Teming Its re. 
| | Cipien, of you every day and Month of the Year, Size 
( Boxed in lots oS ten Calenda,. and te, “velone. 3 
+f <| Sold only lots of 10 % $1.00 Per boy 
: 10% discoun, on °rder, of 1,000 and Over. 
/ J Calenday Imprin,. | 
% Lex ez We are Sorry. but We can no furthe, °rders 
\ for ™Printing of Calendar, NOW too late to 
have this done in time for Christma, delivery, We 
ax fa) , Would SUggest however that “alenda,, fan be 
| Animay Pratection S. PCA 180 Ave. Boston, IS, Mass, | 
The following discouns, only 
ii to Working in the INterecs Of ORDER FOR “CALENDAp OF AN MALS 
Mal Protection Order, be Witten J 
the S¢iety», letterheag 4nd he for S0cj. 
ety Use, Not fo, the Use of individuay, eNClose my Check for $..., Please Seng “alendo,. to: 
Ciateg With ip Discouns, are not appli. 
Cable ati ye order, Each order 
discoun, 
10% discoun, On °rder, from 100 to 1,000 
discouns On °rders from 1,019 to 3,000 
20% discoun, On °rders from 3,019 to 5,000 
30%, discoun, On °rder, from 12,019 Up. 
ORDERS RECEIyen AFTER NOVEMpey I, 1955 BUT Do ALL WE CAN | 
| 
1 
/ 


